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Karsch. Not so quick with your hands, pal, I've
knocked a few fellows off in my time.

Peter Hofer. Shut up, the pair of you! Have you nothing
better to do than bash your own silly faces?

Karl Mueller. What do they want to quarrel for? Don't
we have to see enough violence without that?

August Karsch. Yes, you lousy milk-squirt, that's why
you spend your time sucking up to our watch-dogs.
You haven't the guts of a flea.

Peter Hofer. None of us are without fear, anyway,

Karl Mueller. We should try to fit ourselves into the con-
ditions of our existence. There's no use running against
the tide. That's what I think, anyway.

Egon Freundlich.
[Sarcastically.]

You know they want chaps like you in Germany. Brains
in your feet, obedience in your blood and the swastika
on your heart.

August Karsch, Yes, if he had an Aryan grandfather. But
he didn't. His grandmother cross-bred.

Karl Mueller. That's a libel.

August Karsch. Oh, yes? Then, why are you still in here?

Egon Freundlich. If you possessed the brains of a mouse,
you'd have told them your grandmother took an Aryan
lover.

[The prisoners laugh. Some of them get up and sit on the floor
against the lockers.]